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King. With all my heart. 

Prince. Then brother IohnofLaneafier, 

To youthis honourable bountiefh all belong, 

Goeto xhtJDowglas anddeliuerhim 
Vp to his pleafure ranfomleffe and free. 

His valour ihewne vpon our Crefts to day. 

Hath taught vs how to cherifh fuch high deedes, 
Euenin the boiome ofour aduerfaries. 

King. Then thisremaines,thatwediuideourPower, 
You Sonne Iohn, and mycoofen Wefimerlard, 

Towards Torke ihall bend you with your deereft fpeed. 
To meete Northumberland and the Prelate Scroope, 

Who (as weheare) are bufily in armes : 

My felfe and you, Sonne Harry, will towards Wales, 
Tofightwith Glendower , and the Earle of March. 
Rebelliou in this Land fhall loofe his way, 

Meeting the checke of fuch another day.* 

Andfincethis bufineiTefofaire is done. 

Let vs not leaue till all our ownebe wonne. 
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